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THE ROAD-MAKERS 

(a. d. 72) 

[Several years since, in a field at the foot of the Sussex Downs, where the sheep-track 
that was once a road used by the Roman legions — the famous Stane Street from Chichester 
Harbour to London — crosses the green shoulder of the ridge by Gumber, fragments of mosaic 
pavement were turned up by the plough. There was a villa built for some patrician gov- 
ernor — Comes Littoris Saxonici. It is conceivable that some of the men who extended the 
bounds of the Roman Empire grew to love the lands over which they ruled.] 

Marcus sends greetings to his Plotinus. 

Rejoice with me, my friend, I am recalled 

To our own land. My galley leaves at dawn 

If the tide serves. Before the grapes are ripe 

I shall ride home from Ostia, and see 

Immortal Rome set on her seven hills, 

Divided by the brazen scimitar 

Of her swift turbid stream, and faint far-off 

Soracte, and the villa where I lived, 

A child, with one tall cypress by the gate, 

Dark as a burnt-out torch against the sky. 

My father died since I came here. Twelve years! 
There will be changes. Yet I must be glad. 

At first you know I hated this green coast, 

Rainswept and sunless often, of an isle 

Set like a flint in the deep jewelled fringe 

Of Rome's imperial cloak. But now — but now 

I leave a little of my heart with you, 

Plotinus, who have rooted in this soil, 

Building your house, taking from some mud hut 

A blue-eyed girl, half savage, wholly sweet, 

To be the mother of your sons. Ah, well. 

Think of me when you climb by a foot-path 

The great chalk ridge, thyme-scented, where the wind 

Blows from the southwest steadily, and larks 

Sing all day long over the road we made. 

And later, in the slow grey Northern dusk, 

When stars shine dimly through a rising mist, 

And work is done, and men may seek their hearths 

In your quiet valley, think of me. Farewell. 

Moray Dalton. 
Littlehampton, Sussex, England. 



